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THE TULSA TVA'TLY RTTND:VV 'ATT7TL

1
The Republican STARTLING AND SENSATIONAL ELECTION CHARGES The Republican

Ticket Will Not Elect Anybody to Office as Long as Intelligent Parly
Is running on the Stand behind its candi-

dates.only genuine, People Exercise Their Suffrage The republicans do

not pone as disciples of

plat-
form

The Remihlieuns Im'Iii'vh tliat. the reple of thi ur wtll ennutrli nonairited with x i I imr conditions without the facts beinc ( lirist but they do standft ft. V ' I --1 T
used to discredit the city mid lir txjI. J he neiuiblicnn candidates make DKHMJI1, btHtenients us to what t hoi r policy will bo

in this cam-
paign.

if they are elected. No sii'iterfuge Is resorted to. for a clean town, and hon-

estNo decep-
tion,

in the administrationtmk i:fokm kmknt ok all laws, a musin'lss administration, km1ht hoiks wok'k i'acll hay and y

no fraud. jl'stk'k to all. with malk k toward none, are 'i ii k salilnt fka'.tl.kn of thk i'lati or m fi'on' of municipal affairs.
which tiif.sk six ri:sim:ti:d citizens art: askinu voi i; si'fport at the polls on apkmlt. ..

.V, .

t V Amfi.Jr. ,i

u il'i
'

if ism

I '..I M:iyi)r.
I'.eiyhody ki ows hlin. Ha has been,

l.i .li liianaifl nf the Postal Trie-- k

i ...ill i niii.iiiv fm tie-- rial years

E. M. LATIMER
I'or ( 'oiimil-iAioiic- r .No, 2.

lias lived in Tulsa ten years. Was a

hardware for many years at
Waco, Texas. Now in the oil and real
estate litlsiliess here. He Served 0110

l. iiii as county judge in McClellan
'.Hilly, Tevas, and served as sheriff of

that county under a democratic admin-
istration. He has never before been a

for office in Oklahoma.

M

C 4 1 ) K S T IT n

I W.'IIHII." iiiullnrsl Mlcah.
'riiit s.i rtamly ma no

ft.. ;!.' aliiiiit Out."
li" : r.i..l."1 Ih" v.prr no iw to brlnir

ui, i. i hit ryi a!in:her roluinn of
I.-- . o'i flotn'.ii I.; unluppliira

UK N A'Ji UNO VV.'iM W.

oi M:uiy Mn's Vuhap-lili- r,

m j rm!vir In Life.

If Tnii Aw a Vhtlni o. On Sh 'Will
jv-it- Vou I iiIk Vou r.rak Away!

In f . of jiorrh whre Mlcah
it. Ili Mtr of Oi rove HiHilrit III

1 - in M'l- - :;nlli;ht. but he was
t ... f ill of h: own ilcvpnndf-nrj- r to
ri.loy tl:- - h!'l- - nf Cm or the
bi !c' i nn o' Ui iummier day. The
tnnli tnHt for kpvhi'hI day" he

, .1 ii, t linil lurk In lilt nli n r
l li. e viy niiiriiliiK li hnd put off in
tin 'luy before dnybrak. returned
t i ii nrU- -t )4ily lu time to iell hl
ce ll, h ml tli whole fruit of the
bniiiK of heavy work I aolltnry
(l".:ni hill Mimpl-- d ubuut Suine

MUlii
' I hiK iilere Jt il"i l ibra Phoebe."

) foiitiiiiie.i. hiuI r'.i1 aofily aloud:
'The t i; k K nonutn unually la an
Imrtiariilnle lioim.'keeper. She hfta

pnlnii fm pnttliiE a mnn' thli'K
In order. Hnd f."- fnldl'H about the

thing lfl out of p!ai.'
'.'hit'a I'hirbp' Wh.it did ahe ill
lpt r.lsht heti I h !i my boots on
the ni'ik "

ile r'it,h"1 the paper and ahook
It an If t') ei,phulv;e il Hl'.r.

'Pllt 'fill 111 tll Hnart' And It
Vain't tier d"!n' It no tn'i'h t the

ay ebe dune If Wlrit I' -- lie dMn't
csactly say nothln' th' way th' nag- -

P
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WOULD. 1014

Vote for LoudertoSc, Bernfeoek, Kern, Scliofleld, Latimer and Hiscy
They're Men You Know They're Hones! Men They're Competent Men

There's a Lot of Difference Between TcSIfnfj IVnat the Condiiions Have Been
and Wlial They WiJ Be

67

merchant

candidate

IEPIIpLSCI

A Few
C. W. KERN

I'or iilnilll vil.inrr No. I.

Mr. Kern came to Tulsa in 1H!4.

Ho served on the city school board,
and also as a councilman here, without
salary. He built the first two oil rigs
in Creek county and was superinten-
dent of the construction work on tho
Saprdpa brick plant and the Tulsn Vit-

rified brick plant. He has built many
homes in this city. He believes in a
thorough business administration.

Cvpyight, The Frank A .Vur-ar- Co.

Kin' women jnn hl thH plre In

print-- d nhn'it? She don't need to
any nothln', Thoebe don't. Shu s
alius v:ckln up after me," ha con-clui- -l

uscrluved'.y.
A rail from tho kltrhen told hltn

that his dinner was ready. As J'hoeh
aat opposite him at the table, he
mentally compared her with the type
Illustrated In the newspaper article,
l'hofbe wtks short and Inrllnel to
stoutness. Her hair was brown, now
becoming- - timed with gray, and a
atruna-tr- who looked at the r'tod-nittur-

expression on her broad fare
would have said that if she possessed
the "nntr;lng" habit, one could dis-
cern surprisingly little trare of it.
She certainly bore no resemblanre to
the skinny-throate- wolf-fare- d vlr-na- o

whom the newspaper artist had
pictured.

"Not much luck today?" Inquired
I'hoebe. as she poured him a fretcup of tea. She hud read hi 111

success In bis face.
"liollur'n forty wr Vs," he re-

turned. "Jest po.lao No luck at
all. An" thar warcn't a thing la th'
lnbster-pots.- "

"The cove's f.shed out, I guess,"
she commented with a sljb.

"P'raps It Is an' p'raps It ain't,"
he snnpped In reply. "If th' bottom
o' th' v'ove wui crnwlln' with lob-
sters, fhey wouldn't be none In my
tw.ps. it's my lurk!"

' Years ago, when they wui plenty
on 'em. ye got your share," she re-

minded hltn.
'Tears o! Tea. hen lobsters

w aren't wurth nothln'. Dut now,
when I'm sixty-fou- r years old, an'
rit"1 evry flh on" every cent, n'

rutres my wnyl Nothln'! Why
t I dmie ex well el other fellers

f."t w:i yotitis; when I wui? Thar'spen lilidic't owns sn"
vhures an' mortgages, u' uiebbt

S,

stnoks in' bonds fur all I know! His
folks win pooret'n oiii'n, when we
wii. b uys "

"i?n Hludlt's made his money
ch:ttlti' every one that's run afoul on
him. You know that, Mlcah! We
can't envy hlin money he's made In
that way!"

"Who says I envy Mm? What I
want tr know Is: why ain't I done
ei well? What's kop' me from mak-Iti- "

money an' gcttln' rich same es
others?"

"They's some ain't done el well ex
you have. Mlcah!"

"Don't you argy with me, Phoebe!
An' don't you nag me! Dop't ye do
Itl I've Jest found out what's the
matter with me! They'a an lufloo-enc- e

In my life that's destroyed my
ambition an'-a- n' " Mlrsh'i mem-
ory failed him as he started this quo-
tation from the newspaper article ou
domestic unhappltieaa.

"I ain't goln' ter stand It muih
longer!" he mumbled darkly, by way
of finishing hla sentence.

Phoebe looked at him In plasld
wonder. e

"Ye ain't got that misery In yer
tuminlrk ag'ln, hev ye, Mlcah t" she

askej anxiously.
Mlnnh shook his head, and iul-leii- lr

left the tab!. 1'pstalra h went
to his room snd Isy down on the bd.
Below, the cheerful rsttle of dishes,
as Phoebe began to wash them, only
served to Irritate lilm for a few min-
utes, but It was not long before he
dropptd Into his usual afternoon nap.

When he awoke, the afternoon was
half gone, and the houss was quM.
Phoebe, as was hsr custom, was
probably sewing In her rurklng-ulial- r
by the kitchen window.

The awakening found Mlcah's
plrits still depressed. If he had been

a rloh man he would hsve sought a
doctor and been tola that lis was

re

Personal
R. F. SCHOFIELD
I'or ('oiiiiiiImIoiut No. S.

One of the most extensive prop

erty holders in Tul-a- . Has resided here

eight years. For a number of years he

edited the Edna, M"., Sentinel, one of
the leading Republican papers of North
Missouri, and also served as postmas-

ter of his home town. He has been
active in the improvement of Tulsa.

suffering from a nilld touch of mel-

ancholia. If he had been a young
man with friends about him th-- y

would have Ha hi hu 'ac the victim
of a "grouch," und rallied hiyi out
of It.

In truth, be was under s spell of
the suit that iiinirs over nearly
every man at one tjue or another a
fe:-- e ittJ.;t."ti ait ill, at llilux n

they are, a bitter irscntinent ii.ilnst
the bounilH of his particular enrner in

the world, whether those hounds ate
teprcHented by tl.e cnntliiiuni nvs rf

work, or of business, or U'.e. of
family. Whatever t Ua'. I'm
mind In sinh at jrril. y,t uiwn,
thre Is th fl -- scij.etlti.es ovf t --

wltrdiliig-OJiil:- to bifluk away, and
to nMi out and far off, fur om e

ct.re-fre- In, a nutn tif Mlcah's hki.
snch a spell may be the flnul flicker
of an active youth lung since spent,
or, perhaps, a bilef return of soti.o
old tioinailli: lnstiiet of centuries aao.

Hut Mlcnh blamed bis wife.
Tiir a t:me lay aiming at the

n.oks tn the celling, mutteiitiK now
and then to him if: "I've been a
failure, and I ain't unlti' ter stand
It no longer. 'Hrwak away,' the pe-p-

said, 'or ali.-i- l break you.' I'm
stuln' ter break away! Uolu' ter
break uway!"

lie sat up snd pul'ed on his bontn.
Then, softly, he made up a bundle
uf clean clothes. Concealed under a
loose board In the bottom of the
tioset was a small lull of bills. This
he carefully divided, shoving half the
money Into his pocket and leaving
the remainder for I'hoebe. Still soft-

ly, he stole down the front stairs and
ut through the seldom-use- d front

door.
"Sho!" he exclaimed suddenly.

"Here I be sneakln' off ez If I wua
ter blnme, an' ashamed on't. I'm
Jest goln' ter stp back fur a min-

ute an' tell Phoebe that I'm goln'.
even If It does make words. 'Urrak
away' don't Jest mean 'sneak away,'
I guess."

Hut Phoebe, whom he had sup-

posed to be busy In the kitchen, wria
not there. Nor was she In the llrtntf-roo-

nor In the shed. The whole
lower part of the house was without
an occupant.

Mlcah considered.
"Oone herryln' " But there was

no fUgn of his wife along the road
tn the west, where scattered black-
berry bushes bore their dueky fruit.
Then, at he stood pu.zled, the fish-
erman, for the first time In his un-
usual preoccupation, noticed the sky.

"tho!" he exclaimed again. "Lucky
I didn't pit off fur town a few min-
utes ago. So tied up In my mind I
wuin't watchln' the weather, and
I'd nave got ktrhd sure. That's a
mighty heavy thunder-squa- ll comln
up"

He stood and watched It for a mo-
ment. From the west, a thick o;ray
and black bank wos rapidly spread-
ing darkness across the sky. Ilelow,
the horizon wps of a solid slate-colo- r,

grim and threatening.
"Wind!" commented Mlcah. "Wind,

end rain, tool Olad I'm ashore.
Now, where In tarnation Is Phoebe?
Phoebe!"

He called sfaln, but there was no
answer. "Ye don't s'pose," he ques-
tioned aloud, "that she ml"ded what
t sr.ld this nofiti more'n I thought,
and he! on off herself Jst like
j'Uoebe tr fc.t ahead a' me!" be

ti is fc AL? u ki n a Si o n u u

Words !

J. W. HISEY
I hi ( 'oiunilHiiliiiH'r No. 4

Mr. Ilisey aho has resided in Tulsa
eight years and lias played an import-

ant j art in t he city 's development. Hu

was a farmer in Missouri, and after
coming to Tulsa he entered the grocery i,K Roy dkrnhkock
business. He is widely known and his l'"r Al"'"'"-- .

"livrnln" U i;i Uif tfilli'r nt th
friends are legion. There is no ones- - r'"" National i"nu o ,,t ih

tion about his

added lis If Injured, and then "She
didn't lied ter. I v.u. nlllln' ter
Pave her the house an' Kden, an'

Icr boat's gone, sure enough'"
Phoebe's own boat, v.lihh usually"

bobbed nt the end of a rbNnii line
fi'opi 'ha Hlioi ', was r.iisal; g. It whs
a fcie..;. (.united lici t .sMCf whl.il
Mlcah had bnuiilit' I vr inn y;u i lie- -

fule, for e .li e rhiil l 'l CO. I'll, If

,Kr r', .int of th" lira vy dori s,

of tle Jims tlie excrliun had lliel
he, nt J the skiff, which was safe
elaelgh to cross the in rtll I"

li.K f'll' weather, Waa nil, ill cie'.rr
tn handle.

"I.efi me. I vow!" (,i",iudd
Mi, ib. "Oui.e off an' left me! Wal.
If that ain't Jest, like a woman! I

hope she's (jut aciost town ai
riKht, though. That suuall comln' up

what's that?"
His eye. HwecpinK the prnspe.-t- . had

bteu caught by an object far out l:

the harbor a little green skliT, mov-

ing rapidly with the tide toward ihe
o,,. n ocean, in the bow of the burft.
Micah could see the (,'lint of what,
he recognized, even at that dUt.wi, i,
as Phoebe's red shawl.

"What's shi rmikln' for"" he
gasped in astonishment. 'Ooln' out
like that w ith a thunder-sto- i m al-

ready gathered' Is th woman cidiy
tj'ooj Lord' I know! She's lost an
oar. 'a trytn' ter puddle up bow, an'
can't make It. The tide's takln' her
out ter sea, an' th' storm -- - th'

"storm-
With but one more glance st the

now widely overcast sky, he leaped
down the beach to bis own dory. The
oars lay In her, and with a couple
of mighty sweeps Mlcah brought her
bow around. Then, with stioi.g.
tapld strokes, he sent the boat
plunging across the water In pursuit
of the green skiff. As he glanced
over a shoulder to lay his course, a
quivering flash of while lightning
penciled the western sky, end a f 'w

brought the accompanying
rumble of distant thunder.

"Out ter ketch her!" growled Mlcnh.
"(lot ter!" His hack and arms weie
doing the work for which they weie
dally called upon, but 11 was a lor.g
time lime he had summoned their
strength for such raplj i ilnn.

"Hot ter!" he repested grimly, snd
the dory took the waves s'jusrely.
A quickening of the "clop-clop- " of
the water against the boat made
Mlcah stifle a curse with hie
clinched teeth. The first Irregular
flawi of the coming wind were chop-
ping the waves crosswise, and the
dory herself seemed to loe.e breath
fur a moment as she put her hesd
down to this additional difficulty.
Mlcah'a own breath wat coming
abort.

"I ain't no young nowl" he whle- -
"Can't Jet full es strong e

fered. tl'1
Jie glanced over V shoulder again.

The rising wind hJ caught the gren
skiff and swayed lt course against
the outgrowing tide. The tittle boat
w- - no longer drifting toward the
open ocean, but, what vii more
dnrigsruue, It wui now being carried
toward th d shire Just
Inside the "point," where there wi
no breach, and where, even In calm
weather, the waves broke roughly ni
sucked back ilobberlngly and greed-
ily.

Rwe.it ws running In Ulcah't eye,
but he could dimly lee that the red- -

r

most
business ability. niffn

shiMTled figure In the bow was mak-

ing lillle lieuriuay against the 'i

of wind nnd tide.
"Iliing her head around!" he shout-

ed. "Keep her up! oil, laud! Sile
e.ii't hear me!"
He gasped, fur his lungs begrudged

th- - lire.-- ill the shout had take.i. The
ltd was roming In atronur K'ts

iioiv, and the (ion were growing
Ir.i -- t

'I sot ter!" :"i"ie was a pnln
bark of bis lijjl.t shoulder, where
rheumatism bad bothered him the
previous winter. Mliih fought It,
gtlmly i erasing to lesM-- u the force
of his sltoke. or to baar lightly with
the thieatened arm. once more he
tinned, the green ikiff and the dot
of led weie s'lll between him and
t he rie ks.

Somewhere near, a mtghtly flash
at lightning struck and a thunder-
clap trashed. A tremendous gust
of wind reached the doty as Mlcah,
by Instinct, whlile.I his head lo meet
It. l our ioJs toward the west, he
wes suddenly conscious of a th'.'k
wail of i a ii, dropp'd from the sxy.
The next moment the rain and the
howling wind were all about hlin.
iiietr curtain shut from his sight the
test of the wo-I- shut out the green
skiff.

MIcaD himself was In no danger.
The doty, In capable hands, could ride
out a winter gale. Put theie was
little chance that Phoebe, In thai
rush of wind and water, could keep
her light skiff from being over-
turned or swamped, et'n If It was
not driven upon the rocks and then
Smashed to kindlings.

Mlcah. caught In the swirl nf the
elements, pulled desperately, heading
the dory ss nearly us he dared In the
direction where he hnd last seen the
green skiff. But very soon that

became vague, and In a few
minutes he was rowlig aimlessly,

by the wind und peering
Into the pouring rata In a

vain effort to cabh a glimpse of the
green skiff or of some landmark to
guide hltn. He could see nothing be-

yond the gray curtain.
"Oh. Lord!" he gasped. "Have

Phoebel Imn't let her drownl I'm
sorry about breskln' away! 1 mut
have been tetrhed, Lord, honest! Tell
her ter kep hsr head ter th' wind"'

A cross sea struck the dmy, snd
Mlcah barely lighted her With th'ee
Inches of water In the bottom.

"I can weather It. Lord! I'm ell
rlfkt. Take keer o' Phoebe! Phe i
alius trusted You. itid how csn You
expect a lone woman In a skiff ter
ride out waves llkfthat? 1'on't take
her, l ord! Fhe's all I got. an' I need
her more'n Tou do Jest take rare
on brr, Lord! Tell her ter hung on
ter th' boat If she espeir.es, sr.d I'll
Come Jet es send ez I kin see through
this pesky rein'" .

Thus he raved on. rowing blnfdly
and desperately, and prsylr.g lu hli
despair.

Suddenly the tain fell .rore g"i-''-

and then ceassd. The waves lesen1
and the harbor grew almost smutch
as thi wind pned Away to the
ealt, the strc-r- was still grow.lr.g and
thrnshlng I's ws y.

Mlcnh guzed tuward 'he P.in'.
s'ralnltig his eres ti t at h e' v lot
of foam that djtt:-.- J the wn'er Then,
with ro'.d sweat Irops on bis forehead
aud his knees treii.b.ii.g. l.e st cj uy.

in.. r.ii'4..'",v Vi'i'v

puptilur und umptmt uiintf
In Tvilsu.

Ttsre was no visible; sign of th
green BlilfT.

With lips aqulver, but his .laws st
to hold In any expression of the grief
that was tearing al bis soul, he sit
down. (irlmly, and In silence, he
balled out the boat. Then he pulled
toward the Point.

Carefully sean hl;tg the rocky shore,
he came at laat upon some Hoittlng;

btoken boards, painted green. .Near-

by, on a shelving roek, was caught
the fragment of a red shawl. There
was nothing else.

"It- - It ain't come aahore yet!" he
murmured. And then the horror of
the Impersonal pronoun as applle tl
what bad been bis wife, swept over
hlin and his shoulders hook.

Hlowly he rowed baclt to his own
landing. Doggedly and reliicfnnt'.f
hs trudged up the well worn patj, to
the house. To his Imagination, the
approaching sunset bung gloomy
shadows about every angle of the
home.

On the llt'le porch, something while
caught his atttitlon. It was the
newspaper containing the article on
domestic ur.ha pplness. Viciously he
tore It Into pieces and thrust th
crumpled fragments under the steju.

"An' I called her a liaagin' woman
her!" he muttered.
Wesrly he crept around the coiner

of the houss and opened the bin k
door. As he stepped Into the kitchen
there turned to face him a woman
who had been bending over the stove.
Hhe was a short woman. Inclined ti
stoutness a won. an with a broad,
good-nature- face.

"Phoebe!" he en lair ed. snd lean-
ed limply against (.he ih rpost.

"Why, Mlcah!" she cii., Wh.it
lis ye? You'ie pale es a chut, an'

ehakln'. Have ye got a h i '

Mlcnh was a New Kng'a.ider. tij
whom speech waa slow and t..'"
spoken expression of unuvial et.io-tlon- s

well-nig- h In uoss.hle Torture
could not havs Induce ! him to ex-

plain.
"N'othli.'." he stammered 'Nothln'.

I- - the skiff "
"I'm awful sorry 'bout th' skiff."

Phoebe hastily explained ' It s icy
fault. Mlesh. and I guess I'll hsv
tr g'J without a boat If It i lost. Ye
see. I wss goln' over l' Gregg s ter
git sim-- corn husks, an' I put the
old clothes basket ter hold 'em In th'
bow o' the skiff, with my red shawl
ter cover It up. That s lost. too.

"Jest es I wss puttln' off. voting?
Mr. Moise druv up III their bung
an' wanted that I sh'l go right vp
an' see what ailed their nw bitv
that was havln' convu'slotis I linv
off with him. furgettln' ter make f,rt
my boat The Morse bsby wux nil
right whn we get there, an' 1 come
back Jest sfnie th' thunder. still in an'
seen ye chssli' the skiff I s'pose If
smashed Up." she con lubd. resret-full- y

"Tea." returned VI. sh. "H e !".
pletely lost "

"Well, I csn w:k te- - 'own. n- - in
th' dory on a pin. h v' hy M 'eti.
that's t! e fust tune In ' y'v
kissed me'"

.Mebb." ssid Yl.'s'i 'Hut I csl-'is- te

tr d" It on ' In a n,l
row ii I I It's Jst .me t t tr.e
fist yo.i ai,' me g ttiti' on. an wo
".'n't got so ry n an '
Vrucl's!"


